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midnight he roused from an uneasy sleep, strug-
gled for consciousness, and ejaculated, "I still
live." These were his last words. Shortly after
three o'clock the labored breathing ceased, and all
was over.

A hush fell upon the country as the news of his
death sped over the land. A great gap seemed to
have been made in the existence of every one.
Men remembered the grandeur of his form and
the splendor of his intellect, and felt as if one of
the pillars of the state had fallen. The profound
grief and deep sense of loss produced by his death
were the highest tributes and the most convinc-
ing proofs of his greatness.

In accordance with his wishes, all public forma
and ceremonies were dispensed with. The fu-
neral took place at his home on Friday, Octo-
ber 29. Thousands flocked to Marshfield to do
honor to his memory, and to look for the last;
time at that noble form. It was one of those beau-
tiful days of the New England autumn, when the
sun is slightly veiled, and a delicate haze hangs
over the sea, shining with a tender silvery light.
There is a sense of infinite rest and peace on such
a day which seems to shut out the noise of the
busy world and breathe the spirit of unbroken
calm. As the crowds poured in through the gates
of the farm, they saw before them on the lawn,
resting upon a low mound of flowers, the majestic
form, as impressive in the repose of death as it